LIFE   AT   FORTY
met with. The man who fails because he aims astray (
because he does not aim at all is to be found everywher
He demands our sympathy without shame. He complair
freely. He borrows from us the wherewithal to live. He saj
our energy with his parasitism. Such a man is merely to t
pitied. Nothing can help him, or could ever have helped hin
for the reason that he is fundamentally unstable or incapabl
of helping himself. Such men are as the wild convolvulus
They must cling to others for support of their stranglin
growths.
Let us pity our failures, but do not let us suppose them t
be (as one was once in my hearing extolled for being) failure
because they lack alloy, because they are pure gold. They ar
failures in what they have desired because they have nc
sincerely desired it, or because they have desired somethinj
else more. Or, as I have said, because they are born parasite*
I do not mean to suggest that there is no such thing as luck
On the contrary.
This explanation made, I should like to tabulate some fev
of the things I do not want. There are many others, but thes<
will do.
I do not want money.
I do not want fame.
I do not want a life of gaiety.
I do not want possessions, in the sense of jewels, motor-
cars, villas on the Riviera and town houses, slaves, or gok
and silver plate.
I do not want innumerable acquaintances.
I do not want contentment.
I do not want Tor he's a jolly good fellow* to be sung
when I rise to my feet.
These, I say, are a few of the things I do not want. Othei
people want such things. To many, they are the prizes of life
Very well, if that is so, we shall know how to distribute suet
prizes; for if they want them steadfastly enough, these people
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